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with delicate lace curtains, neatly drawn from
the decorated canopy, made her bier on which she was
borne slowly through the town to the church. A
promiscuous company followed, not silently two by
two but gaily, without order and with a band of music.
I was on the piazza of the Government house, near
which it passed and saw the little child lying as though
sleeping upon its little bed. Its bearers were women
who set their burden down frequently to talk or rest
and during this time the band, consisting of violins,
harp and some jingling instruments kept playing Span-
ish tunes. Guns were fired from the houses which
they passed, and upon inquiry, finding that such was
the custom of the country, we got out several pistols
and fired a perfect salvo, of rejoicing that the child had
gene to heaven. Such is custom. . . . Elsewhere there
would be a year's lamentation and dressing in ugly
black colors for a whole fashionable season, in a more
polished community. I like this custom best, and want
no one to weep my exit or to let it detain them one
minute from any occupation or pleasure.

"There is a church here and'the chime of bells calls
to Mass every morning, and on Sundays a Spanish ser-
mon is preached. The padre is a Mexican and a
clever man. Many of our men attend every Sunday,
and occasionally Ord and his brother * go, producing
a most excellent effect as the Californians regard the
Americans as all infidels. I went last Sunday but got
too late for Mass. Heretofore, under the old Spanish

^Dr. James L. Ord had sailed on the Lexington as acting-

sturgeon.                                    .
